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"Eton jackets. Sixty years ago and more. Who'd
have thought it then ? "
" Who'd have thought what. Dad ? That Eton jackets
would still be in ? "
" That chap—Tennyson, wasn't it ?—' The old order
changeth, giving place to new.' I can't sec you in high
necks and skirts down to your feet, to say nothing of
bustles. Women then were defended up to the nines, but
you knew just as much about them as you do now—and
that's precious little."
" I wonder. Do you think people's passions are what
they used to be, Dad ? "
Soames brooded into his hand. Now, why had she
said that ? He had once told her that a grand passion
was a thing of the past, and she had replied that she had
one. And suddenly he was back in steamy heat, redolent
of earth and potted pelargonium, kicking a hot water pipe
in a greenhouse at Mapledurham. Perhaps she'd been
right; there was always a lot of human nature about.
" Passions ! " he said : " Well, you still read of people
putting their heads under the gas. In old days they used
to drown themselves. Let's go and have tea, at that
kiosk place."
When they were seated, and the pigeons were enjoying
his cake, he took a long look at her. She had her legs
crossed—and very nice they were !—and just that difference
in her body from the waist up, from so many young women
he saw about. She didn't sit in a curve, but with a slight
hollow in her back, giving the impression of backbone and
a poise to her head and neck. She was shingled again—-
the custom had unexpected life—but, after all, her neck
was remarkably white and round. Her face—short, with
its firm rounded chin, very little powder and no rouge,
with its dark-lashed white lids, clear-glancing hazel eyes,

